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ther upon her good-heartedness; so, with a final
attempt to obtain definite information of the de-
tails of Hwang Hsing's campaigns, I was (with
the hope that sometime I should have a provi-
dential fund of information) compelled to aban-
don the plan. The general's widow finally sold her
beautiful house in Shanghai and went back to her
home in the provinces to live. It has been a
number of years since I had the honor of hearing
from her. She is, indeed, a beautiful character
and fortunate in having a talented and numerous
family to console her in the loss of her illustrious
husband.

General Hwang Hsing died in the prime of
life. What his enemies on the field of battle could
not do, disappointment and wrecked patriotic
hopes accomplished. His exile to Japan and
America wore heavily upon him. Inaction, to him,
was poisoned air. The duty he knew was that of
courageous advance. Take this away from him
and he was like the King Lion of the wide desert,
pacing the narrow confines of a cage and ever
gazing far away in the vain hope of again seeing
the great range of his lost activity. He would
have rejoiced a Washington and inspired a Napo-
leon with his supreme courage.

The vision of Hwang frequently rises before
me, and I see him, as I saw him in that up-
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